1X6                                                                      A    SHORTER    EGO
Coote, out one remaining tragi-comedian, sings what purports
to be and ultimately becomes a chorus-song for children, entitled,
' Don't Tease the Bees, Please ! ' and his delivery of the first
verse is wet with the shimmer of wings and eyelids ! "
J. A. How many words have I done now, and what time
is it ?
JOCK.    Eight hundred and it's one o'clock.
J. A.    Look here. Jock, be a darling and ., . ,
JOCK (suddenly wildly Scotch). 'A ken what's comin'. Be
a darlin' and feenish the bluidy thing ! All right then, since it's
nearin5 Christmas. Get up and get yer face washed and attend
to yer visitor !
Still later, Jock's face comes round the bathroom door :
JOCK. I suppose you've no objection to a comparison be-
tween your friend Bert Coote and my friend Aristophanes.
J. A. (a little stiffly and nose full of soap). I fail to see any
connection !
JOCK (in scornful triumph).   tc The Wasps," ye haverin' gumph !